Of hope abandoned, lady, pity me!
The wound has reached the bone, and I am made
a changeling, in whose bosom agony
has with dark power upon patience preyed,
I cannot touch nor taste nor hear nor see,
Yes ! all my senses lost, pale as a shade,
cold as the tomb I wander*   Luckless he
who loves, thrice luckless by love's fraud waylaid*
Play not Achilles to my Telephus,
and watch while of your mortal wounds I perish,
but rather, as you are strong, be chivalrous
and love's defeated with love's pity cherish.
For if to death you must pursue this quarrel,
love will not give the conqueror her laureL